"Can't you give me more on them just this
pleaded.

He shook his head at me.    "You know better than tha
young lady."

"But I need the money desperately. Thirty shillings isn't
enough. I've got to have a fiver at least. Come on, be a
sport."

Without a word he slid the things back across the counter.

"You mean you won't?"

"Not me," he said. Then, unable to resist the impulse to
scold those who have committed the sin of being in need
of money, he said severely, "I've got ter teach you girls a
lesson, I 'ave. The management pays you, don't it? Of
course it do. What does a girl like you do with her money?
You ought to be ashamed of yourself, you ought. You'd
ought to have a tidy little sum put by in the savings bank,
and not come round expecting me to give you fancy prices
on stuff that's not worth half of it."

He was working himself up into a fine state of righteous
indignation. How could he know that I had decided to
face life alone and that I was too proud to seek help else-
where ?

I laid my little bits of jewellery back on the counter and
then I put my problem to him unashamedly.

"I'll tell you what I do with my money," I said. "I have
a baby. She's only a few months old. She's ill. Desperately
ill. I've got to have the money. That's why I've come to
you. Oh, please help me."

Without a word he turned and unlocked his money
drawer. He took out five dirty pound notes and put them
in my hand. Then he gathered up the jewellery and handed
it over.
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